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      It’d been a year since the confrontation between Eric Raines and Matthew Cain on a Jakarta bridge in Indonesia. Cain and Shelly Lawson stayed for a week trying to get confirmation that Raines died that night. No body was ever pulled from the river and there were never any reports of an American man going to a hospital with a gunshot wound. The Project Specter agency went forward with the belief that Raines was still alive. Director Sanders would not allow the file to be closed on Raines until he showed up dead. Finding him again would prove to be problematic though. As he had done six months before, he effectively disappeared. There were no sightings, no chatter among informants, and no signs of where he went. He dropped off the grid.

      Knowing that Raines was somehow involved with Andrei Kurylenko, the decision was made to put more pressure on Kurylenko and put him out of business. In doing that, if Raines was still involved with the Russian arms dealer, then he would eventually turn up along the way. In the year they followed Kurylenko there was never an indication that Raines was still in the picture. The agency got wind of a meeting taking place—courtesy of an informant—between Kurylenko and leaders of a Syrian rebel group near the Israeli border. He was trying to sell them several million dollars’ worth of weapons. When the agency first heard of Kurylenko, he was a small player in the game. In the year since then he had increasingly upped his standing in the arms business. It was quite the rapid ascension for the Russian, who used a mix of intelligence, money, and violence to aid in his rise to the top.

      It was decided that since there were still no leads on Raines, the time had come to eliminate Kurylenko. The assignment for killing him fell to Cain. His mission was to stake out the building that the meeting was going to take place in. If the shot was there, he was to take it. The caveat was that he was only to take the shot if he was sure he could escape. There were likely to be a lot of men on both sides. Kurylenko wasn’t wanted badly enough to put an agent’s life at risk if the odds weren’t completely in his favor. His profile had been raised enough that they were sure they’d get eyes on him soon enough.

      As the meeting drew closer, Cain took his position on the roof of a nearby building. There was a black tarp that he snuggled under, concealing his position. The meeting was happening in a building directly across from him. He waited for an hour before the two sides started to appear. First the Syrian rebels showed, the leaders going inside to wait as some of their men stood guard at the door. About five minutes later, a group that included Kurylenko appeared. He got out of a jeep and stood next to it as he talked to a few of his men. Cain surveyed the situation and knew he could take the Russian out fairly easily. He counted the rest of the men and didn’t think he would have much of a problem. He figured he could take out between ten and fifteen men before they even realized where the shots were coming from. Cain looked through the scope on his rifle as he took aim. He suddenly pulled his head up and looked past the rifle, trying to look at the scene with his own eyes. He looked back through the scope and took his aim away from his target and located another man a few feet away from him. A weird feeling came over him, startled to see that Eric Raines was there. It was a complete shock to find him.

      “Talk to us, Cain,” Lawson said from her remote location in Israel. She was watching a satellite feed of the situation in her hotel room, along with Sanders who was watching and listening back in The Room in New York.

      “I’ve got eyes on Kurylenko,” Cain responded.

      “Can you take him?”

      “Yes.”

      “Take it when you’re ready.”

      “There’s a complication,” Cain said.

      “What’s wrong?”

      “Raines is here.”

      Sanders quickly interjected. “Are you sure that’s him?” he asked.

      “Positive. He hasn’t changed a bit.”

      “Hold off on Kurylenko,” Sanders said. “Wait for Raines. If you get a clear shot, you take it. If you get the opportunity to get Kurylenko after that then go ahead. If not, no big deal, we’ll get him some other time. Raines is now your new target.”

      “Roger that.”

      Cain shifted positions and put his sights on Raines. He couldn’t believe that he was actually there. Sweat started pouring off Cain’s head, and he wiped it off with his sleeve. He put the scope on Raines who walked behind a few cars. Cain waited a few seconds to get a clear shot on him. Lawson started biting her nails as she waited for Cain’s voice to tell them the mission was a success. Getting confirmation that Raines was still alive sent her for a jolt. Ever since that night on the bridge she clung to the belief that he was killed. She wasn’t totally positive he was dead but wanted to believe it more than she actually knew it. She thought she had gotten all the emotions over him out of her system but they quickly flooded her system once more. She just wanted it to be over quickly.

      Cain steadied himself as he peered through the scope. His eyes started feeling heavy though, like he was starting to fall asleep, and he began feeling sick. He tried to shake it off, continuing to look at his target. A vision appeared through the scope as he was about to fire. At the other end was a bunch of kids playing around in a backyard. It appeared to be a birthday party as they had party hats on and there was a cake on a picnic table. The same boy he saw before was blowing out the candles as he received a kiss on the cheek from the mysterious blonde. A few seconds later the vision was gone, and he tried to get himself right again. His eyes quickly closed, and he slumped forward, his rifle falling from the roof, causing slight panic from the group below.

      “Cain, what’s happening?” Sanders asked.

      He waited a few seconds before he tried again.

      “Cain, what’s your status?” he asked.

      “Cain, what’s wrong?” Lawson said.

      Through the satellite feed they could see the men on the ground start running for the building Cain was at. They could see Cain lying still and knew something had gone wrong. Lawson started running her hand through her hair, concerned about Cain’s condition.

      “What just happened?” Sanders asked nobody in particular.

      They could see men dragging a body away from the roof of the building. A few seconds later the satellite feed went down. Everyone in The Room hysterically worked to figure out what was going on.

      “Shelly, find out what’s going on,” Sanders asked hurriedly.

      “I’m on it,” she frantically replied, shuffling papers around on her desk, grabbing her phone, and typing on her computer.

      “Let me know if you get anything.”

      “Right.”

      She started finding all the contacts she knew of in the area that might be able to help figure out where Cain was being taken. She knew she had to work quickly or else they would most likely never see Cain again. Even if they didn’t wind up killing him, Sanders would never authorize a rescue attempt. All agents and personnel knew that if they were ever captured they would be left behind, with no exceptions.

      After a few minutes with no updates The Room got eerily silent, some people still looking at the blank TV, wishing what they just witnessed didn’t really happen. Sanders tried to lift the mood to get them back into work mode.

      “Everyone listen up,” Sanders said. “We have an agent, Matthew Cain, down in the field. What his status is right now is uncertain. He’s a very resourceful agent who’s been in some tough spots before. Let’s not assume the worst. His handler’s on it and will do what it takes to get him out if possible.”

      “And if it’s not possible?” an analyst asked.

      “Let’s pray it doesn’t come down to that,” he replied before leaving the room.

      Lawson called every contact that knew and had those contacts get in touch with people they knew. She used any resource that she possibly could to get a lead on where Cain was. After two hours of calling or texting everyone in the area, or anyone who might know someone else in the area, she tossed her phone down on the desk in disgust. She was no closer to finding Cain than when she started. It seemed nobody knew where they might be taking Cain. Her surprise over the reappearance of Raines was now replaced by her concern over her agent. If there was any hope in reaching him they’d have to get a trace on him within a few hours while the trail was still hot. Once the days started going by they could go almost anywhere. Lawson tirelessly worked throughout the night, sleeping for only an hour or so, and barely eating. The rush of trying to find Cain kept her going. Sanders called her the next morning to get an update.

      “What’ve you found out?” Sanders asked.

      “I’ve got nothing,” she replied, frustrated.

      “No leads?”

      “Nobody knows anything. It seems he’s disappeared.”

      “Seems to be what Raines excels at.”

      “Either nobody truly knows or they’re afraid of Raines or Kurylenko finding out they said something,” Lawson said.

      “Or they’ve been bought off.”

      “I’ll keep working, but I don’t know how much more I can do. I’ve basically run out of people to contact.”

      “Stay on it a few more days then head back to New York,” Sanders said.

      “Sir, if I get nothing else in the next few hours then I’d like to try and personally find him.”

      “How do you aim to do that?”

      “I’d like to go into Syria myself.”

      “Absolutely out of the question.”

      “What other options are there?”

      “We may have possibly lost one agent out there but I am not about to allow losing a handler on top of it. He’s not the only agent you’re in charge of. You have to think of your other agents and commit to them. I can get you another agent. I can’t just instantly get another handler.”

      “Cain deserves whatever chance we can give him,” she said.

      “And he’s getting that right now by what you’re doing.”

      “I can’t just give up on him.”

      “You’re not. You’ve got three days to come up with something. If not, then you are to return to New York, do you understand?” Sanders said.

      “Yes,” she begrudgingly replied.

      Lawson spent the next three days doing the exact same things she’d already done. She contacted the same people hoping someone would’ve heard something by then but it was no use. She’d gotten nowhere. Out of leads and time, she knew she had no choice but to return to New York. There was nothing else she could do. The entire plane ride home, obsessed over losing Cain. Only one other time had she lost an agent, other than Raines, but at least there was closure with that. The agent had died in a gun battle and there was a finality to it. With Cain, she didn’t know if he was alive or dead or what was happening to him. She felt like she was giving up on him even though she knew there was nothing else she could do.
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      New York, one week later---Lawson was working in her office on missions for her other agents when her phone started ringing. She looked at the number but it was unfamiliar to her, and it wasn’t in her list of contacts. She picked it up hoping that maybe it was a connection to Cain. It was, but not in the vain she was hoping.

      “Hello?” Lawson said.

      “Is this Michelle Lawson?” the woman asked.

      “Yes. Who’s this?”

      “Um, I’m Heather Lloyd. I’m sure you remember me.”

      “Uh, yes, I do,” Lawson replied, shocked to hear her voice.

      “Yeah, I know I’m the last person you’d expect a call from, and I’m sorry to call you, but I really didn’t know who else to turn to.”

      “It’s OK. What can I do for you?”

      “It’s about Matt. I’m getting kind of worried about him,” Heather said.

      “Oh,” Lawson replied, thinking of what she should tell her.

      “He’s been gone almost two weeks, and I thought he’d be home by now. I’ve been calling and texting his phone but he’s not answering. Do you know where he’s at?”

      “Yeah, I do.”

      “Oh. Is he OK?” Heather asked.

      “How’d you get my number?” Lawson asked. “Did Cain give it to you?”

      “Oh, sorry. No, he would never do that. He never tells me anything about what he does. One time you called, and I grabbed his phone for him. Before I gave it to him I memorized your number in case I ever needed it for something,” Heather said.

      “I see.”

      “I’m sorry. I know I shouldn’t have and I probably shouldn’t have called you but I was just getting worried.”

      “No, it’s OK,” Lawson said.

      “So, you said you know where he’s at and he’s OK?”

      “Umm,” Lawson stuttered, struggling between telling her the truth or covering it up and keeping her in the dark.

      “Is something wrong?” Heather asked, starting to worry.

      “Would you like to meet me somewhere?” Lawson said.

      “Uh, why, what’s wrong?”

      “Let’s just meet somewhere where we can talk. How about the Starbucks on 73rd?”

      “Sure. That’ll work.”

      “OK. Meet you there in half an hour?”

      “Yeah, I’ll be there,” Heather replied.

      Lawson immediately wrapped up what she was working on and left the building. She still wasn’t sure what she was going to tell Heather, but she was leaning on telling her the truth. Or at least some version of it if not the exact truth. She could tell that Heather loved him. The pain in her voice over not knowing his whereabouts was quite obvious to her. Cain had always told her that Heather was just a friend but she could see that Heather did not share that notion. As soon as Heather put her phone down, she got a bad feeling about what was going to happen at this meeting. Usually people liked to meet in person instead of saying something over the phone when there was bad news. Like death. She feared that Lawson was going to tell her that Cain was dead or near dead. She left for their rendezvous with butterflies churning in her stomach. She got to the Starbucks a few minutes after Lawson did, who was already sitting at a table waiting for her.

      “Hey,” Heather nervously said, sitting down.

      “Hey,” Lawson replied, almost as nervous as her visitor.

      “So, you wanted to talk about something?” Heather could barely get the words out, hoping not to hear what she feared.

      “I did,” Lawson replied.

      Any doubt Lawson had about Heather’s feelings for Cain were now erased. Her eyes were close to producing tears, she was fidgeting with her hands, and she could hardly sit still as she waited for the news about Cain. Those were the actions of someone who could barely function thinking about life without someone that they loved.

      “Before I say anything I need to know a few things first,” Lawson said.

      “OK?”

      “Are you two intimate?”

      “What?” Heather asked, surprised at the question.

      “I know it’s a rather loaded question but I need to know before we go any further.”

      Heather looked down, then away, before answering. “No, we’re not. We’re just friends.”

      A half-smile came over Lawson’s face. “That’s surprising.”

      “Why is that surprising?”

      “Because you love him. Don’t you?” Lawson asked.

      Heather didn’t reply, unsure what this line of questioning was about. She didn’t see what these questions had to do with anything.

      “You’re in love with him, aren’t you?” Lawson repeated.

      “Yes,” she finally revealed.

      “I thought so.” Lawson smiled. “I could tell without you saying it. Does he know that?”

      “No. At least I don’t think he does. What does this have to do with anything?” Heather asked, clearly uncomfortable, starting to believe she was wasting her time. “I came here about Matt, not to have my feelings analyzed.”

      “It has everything to do with it. You know we work for a top-secret agency. Everything that I would tell you is highly classified. I couldn’t discuss this with just a friend,” Lawson said, trying to justify what she would say in her own mind, in case she ever needed to cover for herself. “But someone who’s closer is a different story.”

      “Just tell me where he is,” Heather pleaded. “Is he OK?”

      “The truthful answer is I don’t know.”

      “Oh my God,” Heather said, putting her hands on her head, shaking. “You said you knew where he was.”

      “I know a general location. Exactly where I don’t know.”

      “Where is he?”

      “He was on a mission in Syria,” Lawson said. “He was close to completing his assignment when something went wrong. We lost contact with him and haven’t been able to pick up any leads on him yet.”

      “Syria? Aren’t they having a lot of problems over there?”

      “Yes. That’s one of the reasons he was there.”

      “How long’s he been missing?”

      “Over a week.”

      “Oh my God,” Heather said, starting to breathe heavily.

      “Just relax,” Lawson said, putting her hand on Heather’s arm to calm her down. “We will find him.”

      “I’m gonna lose the only good thing that’s in my life,” Heather cried, tears rolling down her face. “Seems silly, huh? Shedding tears over someone you love who doesn’t love you back? We’ve never even had a picture taken together. I can’t help it though.”

      “What makes you think he doesn’t love you?” Lawson asked, trying to console her.

      “He’s never said anything, or done anything. In the year we’ve known each other, he’s never even tried to kiss me,” she said, dabbing at her eyes. “Not like you two,” she added.

      “What?”

      “I know you two have been intimate before. I’ve smelled your perfume on him.”

      Lawson was taken aback by her claims. She wasn’t expecting to hear that, though she wasn’t going to deny it either.

      “Yes, we were. Not in a long time though,” Lawson said.

      “Do you love him?” Heather asked, not sure she wanted to hear the answer.

      “No. I mean, I care about him a lot. But I don’t love him the way you do. After the first couple times we were together, I thought maybe those feelings would turn into love.”

      “But they didn’t?”

      “No, they didn’t. I always felt like he was resisting for some reason. Like maybe there was someone else he was yearning for,” Lawson said.

      “I was jealous of you for a long time.”

      “Why?”

      “Because you had what I couldn’t.”

      “But I’ve never had his heart. That belongs to someone else,” she said, Heather looking surprised at what she was suggesting.

      “I have to admit I was kinda surprised that you wanted to meet with me, knowing how you feel about me,” Heather said.

      “I know you think I hate you, but I don’t. I never have. I maybe disagreed with some of your lifestyle choices, but that’s about it.”

      “That’s all in the past. I gave all that up when I met Matt. I have a real job now.”

      “I know.”

      “I guess I thought leaving all that behind would increase my chances with him,” Heather added. “But it didn’t.”

      Lawson’s phone started going off. It was Sanders. He had some information on a different case she was working on for another agent. She told him she wasn’t able to take the information at the moment and would come into The Center for it.

      “Well, I need to get back to the office,” Lawson said.

      “Wait. What can I do?”

      “For what?”

      “If Matt’s in trouble out there I need to help somehow. What can I do?” Heather asked.

      “There’s nothing you can do. Go home. If I hear anything I’ll let you know,” Lawson said.

      “I have to do something.”

      “There is something.”

      “What?” Heather asked.

      “Pray.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Syria---Cain blinked his eyes quickly, finally waking up, trying to get his wits together. He tried to move but his arms were restrained by the ropes that were wrapped around his wrists. His arms were spread out above his head as the ropes were nailed into the wall. He looked around the room but it was empty, with just one window. He sat on a dirt floor, wondering what was going on and where he was. The sun was shining brightly into the room. As he sat there reflecting on what would probably be his fate, he started having a vision. It was an older couple, probably in their fifties, setting up a Christmas tree. Though he couldn’t hear, he could see they were smiling and laughing, having a great time putting up their decorations. Then the blonde-haired woman entered the room with that little boy that he always dreamed about. They started helping put ornaments on the tree. They had hats on with their names written in glitter across the white strip in front. Cain struggled to see their names, wishing they’d come closer to him so he could get a better look.

      Noises from outside his door rattled Cain, breaking his concentration, making the visions slowly fade away. Though he could hear voices and people walking, nearly half an hour went by before he received any visitors. Two armed men walked in, followed by a man Cain was familiar with. The man sent the guards away so the two men could be alone.

      “Mr. Cain, I’ve been waiting for you to come around,” the man said.

      “So, what do I owe the pleasure of your visit, Raines?”

      “I just wanted to stop in and say thank you for helping me disappear in Indonesia.”

      “Why thank me? I didn’t do anything for you. If I recall correctly, I shot you,” Cain said. “We were hoping you were dead.”

      “Shoulder,” Raines responded, patting his left shoulder. “Hurt like a bitch, too.”

      “Shame.”

      “Since that day, I told myself if I ever had the chance, that I would thank you properly.”

      “For?”

      “You could’ve killed me but you didn’t,” Raines said.

      “Missed my shot.”

      “Did you? Somehow, I doubt that. You seem to be an expert marksman. You can hit a man from a few hundred yards but miss from a few feet? Seems somewhat dubious to me.”

      “I was rushing.”

      “Or maybe it was because you know what I was saying was true, or at least got your curiosity aroused, thinking it might be true. You had doubts and deliberately missed your shot, didn’t you?” Raines said. “You weren’t sure I was the enemy, were you?”

      “What about you?” Cain asked, ignoring his question.

      “What about me?”

      “I could say the same for you,” Cain said. “You’re just as deadly as I am, yet you fired two shots at me that weren’t even close and a shot at Shelly that missed by just as much. How do you account for that?”

      “That’s a fair question. One in which I would answer that I was thrown off by the fact I had two targets to hit in a matter of seconds. I didn’t exactly have time to aim properly.”

      “You know as well as I do you could’ve hit me, then easily shot Shelly. She’s no match with a gun and she probably wouldn’t have fired at you anyway with your history.”

      “Yes, well, hindsight is twenty-twenty as they say,” Raines said.

      “You deliberately missed your shot, didn’t you? It was a big risk you took, letting yourself get shot in order to escape.”

      “One that apparently paid off, did it not?” Raines replied, acknowledging the truth.

      “I suppose so. For a while anyway,” Cain said. “What if I shot you in the chest?”

      “Then I guess my plan would have failed, wouldn’t it?”

      “Why didn’t you just try to kill us instead?”

      “For a myriad of reasons. One is that although the belief is that I betrayed the agency, and perhaps I did, and in spite of my now mercenary status, is that I loved Shelly. Maybe I even still do. No matter her feelings for

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Also by Mike Ryan
      


    


  
  
    
      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Also by Mike Ryan


    


  


